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NE year begins, another ends 
out time doth paſs and go; 
All this for our inſtruction tends, 
if we could take it ſo. | 
The ſummer's warm the winter's cold, 
thoſe ſcaſons let us ſee 
When youth is gone then we wax old, 
like flowers we fade and die. | 
Men for the moſt part do rejoice, 
when ſons are to them bora, 
Whoſe weeping eyes bewail their woes, 
their finfulneſs to ſcorn 
They are the meflengers of death 
and time is poſting faſt, 
Till atthe hour of fadiog breath : 
then death parts us at laſt. 
Then ought we to learn to ſpend our days 
in virtue as we ought ; 
In doing good make no delay, 
ſet floth out of your thought. 
The flothful man ne'er yet attain'd 
to honour, wealth, or fame, 
But many one by virtue gain'd 
along long laſting name. 
In prime time of our youth we ſhould 
the ſeeds of learning ſow, 
Weed for our vices, if we could, 
aàd nd ſinful luſts down throw. 
He that in time of youth takes pain 
his vir'ue to beſtow. 
In harveſt of his age again, 
the grapes of grace ſhall mow. 
Since things created have an end, 
nothing but fame remains, 
Happy is be who wiſely ſpends 
dis time in virtuos pains. 
For ſoon the pain ſhall paſs away, 
but pleaſure ſhall abide, 
O happy,bappy thrice are hey 
who rake time at the tide; 
The tide of time doth flow full faſt, 
and quickly fades away, 
And if ovr ſhip want ſail or maſt, 
our voyage we mult delay, 
Our bodies are the brittle barks - 
who (ſail the flood of tame, 
And if turo' floth we miſs our mark, 
we ſink in ſeas of ſhame. 
Occaſion ſhe has hair before, 
but ſhe is bald behind : 
Loſt time no travel can reſtore, 
as many fools do find. 
The little ant, and boney-bee,. 
in ſummer lays up ſtore, 
Providing for the winter ſtorms 
men ought todo much more 
Thus I bave done the beſt I can, 
now let me have wy hire, 
I have betray'd my want of ſkill, 
in doing your deſire. 
The weakneſs of a woman's wit 
tis not thro nature's fault, 
But want of education fit 
makes matters oft to halt. 


